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TO THE HIGH AND MIGHTIE wonaten; 7 


.CHARLES 


By thegrace of GOD, King of Great BRITAINE, 
FRAN CE, and IRELAND, 
Defender of the Faith. . &C. 


; BYWALTER FORBES, 


EDINBVRGCH, 
Piinted by Jobn Wreitronn, 1632 « 


INNINGS 


EPIGRAMME: 


L Luſftrious Top-bough of heroick Stemme_, 
Whoſe head is crownd with Glorie's Anademe_, 
My ſhallow cMuſe_, not daring to draw neare 
Bright Phoebus burning flammes in his Carreerc: 
Tet knowing ſurely that Apollo ſhines 
F pon the dung-hill, as on golden Mines. 
nd knowing this the bountie of beſt Kines, 
To marke the giver, not the gifted things, 
Doth boldly ventnre in this pompous throng 
Toereet thy Greatneſie witha Well-come ſong. 
And with the Py doth Ave Czfar ſing, 
Whilſt graucr witts doe greater offrines bring. 
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NG Dmyred Phenix, ſpringing from thoſe Syrcs, 
&—\3 W hoſe Soules the heav*n,whoſe merit Fame acmyres, 
F<» Whoſe memorie is wrapped up in roles, 
Keept by Eternitic above the Poles: 
Thryſe-bleſſed CHARLES, ſprung frem thy royall Syre 
Great IAMES, whoſe Fame ſhall with this frame expyrc: 
And yet beginne a freſh tor to bee ſung, 
By ſacred Quires, ina celeſtiall roung; 
O thou the Subject of this wel-borne thought? 
Immorrtall King, haſt neither ſaid nor wrought 
Any thing yet, which can detra& Thy prailc, 
Since Thou'rt more old in vertues than in dayes: 
Bred in the bed of honour, Thou art bleſt 
With rarepertections, farre above the reſt 
OfMorrtall kynde: for as Thy birth is great, 
So is thy minde, too high a marke for Gs 
Envy may ſpew her ſpight, yet cannot harme 
The Man, whom all the hoaſt of Heav'n doth arme: 
When bright polls circling in his Carre, 
Doth drive away the day-denuncing Starrc, 
His pow'rfull rayes diffuſe in mortall myndes 
A ſweete defire of day, which ſtraight vnbindes 
Slzev-fetterzd-ſ{cnces, and his chearefull light 
Dot!: waſte all vapours cloſde in cloudie night: 
Somy deare Phebus whilſt Thy face doth thyne 
Vponthis Land, which by diſcent is T hine 
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From hundred and cight Kings, thy chearefull rayes, 
Doe change my nights in Halcyonian dayes: 
And ſtraight diſſolve theſe frightfull formes of woe, 
Whi-adid poſſeſſe my troubled __ agoe, 
What ſad afflitiondid my ſoule poſſeſle, 

'en 1bers ſtreames reflex'd thy glorious face; 
My groancs are turn'd to greetings, and my wrongs 
Arc chang'd in hymnes and ſweete Syrenean ſongs:. 
My ſpiritthen, which for thy abſence groan'd, 
Rejoyceth now to ſce Thee heere enthron'd.. 
Whar greater joy can I conceive, than ſee 
My native Prince, his native Throne ſupplic: - 
Thryſe happie CHARLES with all thole gifts enricht, 
Which heavensallot ro Morrals, I'me bewitche 
In admiration of theſe royall-parts,. 
Which makesthce more then Monarch of Mens hearts, 
My heart and hands, and all ſubmitted heere, 
Arteſt the Heav'ns that Taccompt Thee deare, 
And deareſt deare of all this AIl:I place 
My chicfeſt joyes in fayourof thy face, 
T doenor poynt my praiſes, nor this Land, 
Although rich Natere with aliberall hand 
Hath bravely deckt her with all kynde of things, 
Which from her wombe for humane uſe foorth ſprings, . 
Both Pan and Pales,pleaſures, Gemmes and Orc, 
Which wretched worldlings fortheir god adorc: 

I, onely I, whenall the World by Warre, 
Was boylde in blood as red as Marſes Starre, 
Did ſafely ſ]eepe, ſecurd from forraine Armes, 
And did diſdaine Be/lonas lowd alarmes: 
The Gothes, the Danes, the Saxones heere did feele,. 
And Normanes fierce, the furic of my Steele: 
Here C eſar pitcht his tents, and prowdly thought 


His Trophces o'cc our Tombesto Rome haue brought, 
Bur 
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But all in vaine, his conquering hand was ſtayed, 

And by his troupes a wall-divyding layed 

At Carons bankes, whoſe ruines yer may tell, 

How farre in worth I did his force excell: 

Andas in Wars, ſo in Minervas field 

For Armes and Artes I keepe rich Pallas ſhield, 

Did not the Germans borrow light from mee, 

And France, which all poſteritic ſhall ſee 

 Ev'nto the fatall deome, when All's in fire, 

Then ſhall the records of my worth expyre: 

Thus Gratious CHARLES daigne with a loving eye, 

The ſ{weete deſires of my pure heart to ſpy. 

Looke with what loue and with what chearefull part, 

I conſecrateto Thee, a loyall heart, 

My humbled knees loe! and my heay'd vp hands, 

The ſacred oath ot loue from thee demands: 

Thryſe Glorious CHARLES, how amiable's thy face, 

Whoſeloving lookes my clowds of care doe chaſe: 

I rcape more joy from this thy comming heere, 

. Thene're Penelope of Yliſſes deare: 

Who after chontad dangers did returne, 

And cur'd thoſegriefes, which did her bowels burne: 

O Thou more worthie then? lifes farre, 

Honours bright Ray, Goodneſle, and Greatneſle, Starre,, 

Long did I wiſhto ſee thy ſacred Face, 

My Townes and Temples withthy preſence grace: 
Great 1oves Vice-gerent looke with kynd aſpeR. 

On my Emporium EDINBVRGH, direct 

No oblique Rayes, accept inloue Her Showes, 

Her Verdant Glorie which ſo brauely goes, 

To doe Thecelervice, all her coſt compenſec 

With kind acceptance,with her faults diſpenſe, 

And if in Her omiſſion ſhall bee found, 

Let Her Endeyours braue, Defects confound: w 
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If ove whoall the ſtarrie Heavens doth guyde, 
jishrs ſometimes at Creratoabyde,” 
As inthe place, where fir{t hee ſuck'r th-aire. 


** AndifA4pollo,Delos doth repaire, 
FH Leaving his Claros,Tenedos behind; | 
+ ** Thus fince th'immortall gods haue ſuch a mind 


To Natiueſoyle, itis no wonder then 

Though Demi-gods bee mav'd, andearth-borne men 
May ſtill Great CHARLES thy Scotland Creta bee, 
And Delos where thou may delight, to ſee | 


"The Naides and the Mountaine Nymphes moſt faire, 
_ With vnaccuſtomd.clamours beat the Aire, 


The Satyres dance, the Coribantean Pricſts 

O' re-joyde with joy to pulſe their panngs rieſts: 
O what grear joy hath Thy deare preſence brought, 
Let all the Annalls through all age bee ſought, 


| The like was never ſeene, the ſenſclefſe ſtones 


Doe melt for joy, the Mountaines leap at once, 

The winds are calmde, and Neptuneslowdeſt roare 

Deavde with my ſhouts of joy is heard no more, 

And whenthe Aire with thy great Name I wound, 

The Mountaines anſwere, and the Rockes reſound, 

The Woods re-echo'd, and the Floods proclame, 

Mclodiousmurmures hearing of thy Name, 

The Fiſhes, Fowles, and Beaſtes are ſtruck with wonder, 

Whilſtto the clouds I teil my IToyes in thunder . 
Thou art my rich Palladium, while I keepe 

My God and "Thee, I may ſecurely fleepe, 

And feare no terrour nor diſturbing foe, 

WhiiſtT haue Thee, to ante-vert my woe, 

GOD hath by nature wall 'd me round about, 

And given mee VNeptue ſentincll and ſcour , 

Wholctofſed Trident threatneth death to ſuch 
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 Andifby Fates 1 bee enforc'd A. LAY : 
And make my Lyons roare bee heard afarre 
 O mayitbee for ſome ſuch ſacred cauſe! | 
As doth ſubſiſt with Heav'n and humane Lawes. . 
O! may it bee to vindicate the wrong | 
- Of thy deare Siſter, and her Children young | 
Whoſe matcleſſe Worth and vertues merite praiſe | 
From all which canſet, ſing, or ſound ſiweer layes, 
Till ſhee, (dere ſhee, ) bee re-inveſt againe 
With her owne Rights,poſleſt with her demaine, 
Till ſhee. bee ſafely ſituat on her Rhyne, 
( Andasthe Moone amongſt the Starres doth ſhyne) 
Till ſhee ingreatneſſe doe exceedeall thoſe, 
Who to her gloric did their rage oppoſe, 
Till that Sun-gazing Eagle bee forc'd to fall 
Before her feete, and for her pardoncall: 
Let's beat Alarmes, and let our Trumpets ſound, 
Let Copnets ſhrill the yeelding aire now wound, 
Let frightfull ſhouts of Souldiers pierce the skye, 
,- Arid reachthe convexe of Olympus high” 
Abovethe thundring clotides Her noy{esmake, 
The ſoaring Eagle for feare of CH ARLES to ſhake. 
Let Yienn's walls aſtoniſht with our cry 
Like ſtubble before the fire, fall downe and fly 
Scattred with winds of his revenging wrath, 
Who in his hand hath pow'r of life and death, 
Let Rome with her ſcycnhills bee ſhaken too 
And at thy Name O CHARLES obedicar boy, 
(Heav'n grant I may victcrious ſtill returne, 
Drunk withthe blood of focs {leepe in rhe vrne 
. Of my Anceſtors, whoſe axes ſhail bee glad, 
SV hcn it ſhall bee ro future Ages ſaid 
hat I in worth did ſoexcecy theni rarre, 
As doth the Suninligntcach little Starre } 
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/ O may thy Enſignes ever bee diſplayed! 

'O may my heartand hand bee nere diſmayde 
In thy detence, till all the World adore 
Thy dreadfull Name from Veſpertill Aurore. 
Thine bee the Night and Day, may ſtarres bright ſhine, 
And Planets wandero're no mi Thane, | 
And when by Death Thou ſhall ſhut up Thy daycs 
Thy memoric ſhall ſtill inherite praiſe, I 
And After-age ſhall 'Obcliskes vpreare, | 
In which thy Woorthand Vertues ſhall appeare, - 
High Phanes and Temples ſball by Thy Name bee call 
And Thouamoneſt th'immortall Gods enſtalld 
Shall ſee the Offrings and the yearely Vowes, 
Poſteritic unto thy Fame allowes. 
Religious rites and games for Thee erected, 
Shall ſhow on Earth how high Thou waſt reſpeRed. 
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